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% QUIPS OF THE FUNNY

A QUESTION OF PRIVILEGE

Mistress (after a heated Alscussion with arg tive cook): “Are you the mistress of

t: {e housa, 1 should like to know ™"
Cook: “No, ma'am, T aln't—but—"
Mistress (triumphantly): “Then doo't talk llke an ldlet"—Punch,

A BORX STRATEGIST.

Tammy's Mother: “Why. vou have got your ribbon on the wrong arm. Tommy.™
Tommy (who has been recently vaccinated): “Ah, mummie, jou don't know the bors

at my school."—Punch.

MISTAKEN IDENTITT.

Professor Darwin de Stmian: “Well, my little girl, do you remember me?"

Elsle: “Oh, yes, wasn't 1t jolly? And you tried to puoll mommy's bonnet through the
bare, and 1 gave you such a nice bun on the end of a stick, and all your bruvvers wanted
to get it away from you, and—{Here mummy comes into the plot and stays further dis=

closures).—Moonshine,
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AT BRIDGEE. ~~
Mizs Debonhatr: “Oh, 1 am so Yucky, Mr. WUMIMMMMB&-
Mr. Goldfiake. "
Afr. Speckley: “But T thought you lost £ to Dtlmuth"
Miss Dehonhalr: “Oh, yes; but surely he'll never be 50 mean as to want the money!™
- Moonshine.
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A GENUINE GRIEVANCE.

': . Mistress: “Well, James. what have you got to complain of now?™

f 1 James: “Weil, mum, that there dinner, mum, were starvation for three, not enough
for two, and one could eat I."—Moonshine.
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Tommy (unwillingly studlous, to favorite auntie, who conslders “the dear boy an over-
; worked'”): *Oh, auntle, I'm =0 bad!"™
et (Whist bnsanaeh peisbmtiips. ““Where, dear?”
," ¢ ‘tvmmy! “In my French.”"—Punch,

Papa: (reading paper to mamma): “"Man half kilied in glove fight.”
Jessle: “Poor man! I wonder which half it was, Bobble?”
Bobble: *“Why, the top half, Billy. They mustn’'t hit below the belt.”—Punch.

Bhe (to her little dog): “Jump! Jump!™

He: “Certainly, my dear wife.”
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m ENTERTAINING.

“You want me to take part in the entertalnment at the plenic next Sunday T
*“Yen. Come on horseback. You will be great fun.”—Meggendorfer Blaetter,
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TO STAY.
“What are yoil here for?" inquired ‘the visitor at the ‘penitentiary.
vict, known as No. 1,147, with a mirthless laugh.—Chicago Tribune.

“For keeps,” replied the con-

; o . Reginald: 1":-:-“!!: Boers ha
it el i to| 2eh & provoking way of capcvring our
'r. we out on the 3 .Mben lllt!lmll'lln.m.tn\‘.
tnrﬁmmnf' -..mm”mm Deuced pickie .

ﬁy mmmmghpmgbmlthtmmsp?m

‘—Chicago

make oyt he was 100 eick to kesp
"% oh T —Chlcago News. and evening clothes captured

lh-u fer Wonderment.
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His Worst Aetiom.
Avery Baddur: “What was the M
thing “you. ever dcmt

*The
r-g&h:"tgd mulr fort;':- mad &
heer in h fu:e [I. dih:hun. lﬂ:’.
#nd It wasted the beer.”"—Chicago Tribune.
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"Don t The Vicar: “Now, boye, what animal supplies you with boots and gives youn .‘

ﬁnm@um-m eat?




